SALUTARY   INFLUENCES
asked the landlady how the thing had turned out. The
landlady replied that, having left the note on Mr. Swin-
burne's desk as instructed, she had found there, next
day, a reply addressed to Miss Furtado, though how or
when he had written it Heaven only knew, for, as far as
she could tell, he had been completely 'incapacitated*
all the time.
Not a few of these men became known to fame in
greater or less degree, and there were others whose
reputation did not extend beyond their own immediate
circle, but who, none the less, exercised a salutary in-
fluence on Lane—grave, yet quietly cheerful, fellows,
who read good books and talked about them intelligently.
Such a man was William Palmer, another son of Devon,
with whom Lane remained on terms of close friendship
all his life. Indeed he never forgot, or neglected, his
old friends at the Clearing House. Busy as he always
was with some new plan or project, he made time to drop
in at Seymour Street now and again, and, with one or
two of his former colleagues to lunch or dinner, talked
about old times.
Where a large number of men of divers tastes and
habits are gathered together for several hours of the day
under one roof, groups and coteries are bound to come
into being, and, just as inevitably, one group will look
down with mild disdain upon another. Studious men,
bookworms, bibliophiles, belong to a class not pre-
eminently calculated to excite enthusiastic approval
among the general run of men. But John Lane, book-
hunter and book-lover as he was, was anything but
narrow in his sympathies, and few men, whatever their
tastes, failed to be attracted to him. In the first place,
this little collector of books and china and prints was what
Anatole France calls 'that very rare thing—a Man*, and

